NOTES   FROM  THE  PRAIRIE

person, outside of the literary circles, upon my favor-
ite authors, especially when the views are spontane-
ous. " Speaking of Thoreau," says my correspond-
ent, ** I am willing to allow most that is said in his
praise, but I do not like him, all the same. Do
you know I feel that he was not altogether human.
There is something uncanny about him. I guess
that, instead of having a human soul, his body
was inhabited by some sylvan deity that flourished
in Grecian times; he seemed out of place among
human beings."

Of Carlyle, too, she has an independent opinion.
** It is a mystery to me why men so universally ad-
mire Carlyle; women do not, or, if there is occasion-
ally one who does, she does not like him. A woman's
first thought about him would be, *I pity his wife!*
Do you remember what he said in answer to Mrs.
Welsh's proposal to come and live with them and
help support them? He said they could only live
pleasantly together on the condition that she looked
up to him, not he to her. Here is what he says:
'Now, think, Liebchen, whether your mother will
consent to forget her riches and our poverty, and
uncertain, more probably scanty, income, and con-
sent in the spirit of Christian meekness to make
me her guardian and director, and be a second wife
to her daughter's husband ?' Now, is n't that in-
sufferable conceit for you ? To expect that a woman
old enough to be his mother would lay aside her
117 a cotillon, or something very-
